
Enjoy Present Pleasures So as Not to Injure Thos&to Follow
The Eagles of Napoleon. This Day in History.

MAPOLEON revived the ancient symbol of the Caesars. THIS is the anniversary of the sailing, in 1850, of the
The Napoleonic eagle itself was eight inches in height relief expedition financed by Henry Grinnell lo-- find

and nine inches across the wings. It stood on a brass block the Arctic explorer Sir John Franklin. Grinneirsent a

three inches square, and weighed 3V pounds. Modern WM Hi --1 ?rJr yr i IfoPil second expedition in 1852 and did all he could with the
colors are as nothing compared to the old ones, as difficult British searchers to discover the fate of Sir John. The fact
to hide os the big drum. of Franklin's death was not proved, however, until 1859.
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Tom Mason's

I tell you to count
on me when you needed a

friend?" and spoke, parrot fashion,
the words I knew Jim wanted me

' to say.
"We're tremendously grateful to

you for belelving in Jim, and his
tip and for standing1 by." Then I
added, praying that it might pro-
duce at least part of the effect I
wanted to get, "But. of course, what
Really counts is the splendid proof
you're just given Jim of your loy-
alty to him."

"And to you." added Tom Ma-
son, bowing1 low over my hand as if
he were going to giss it. He
(straightened up without touching
it, however, and added, "Now I'll be
.making a dive for the Hochambeau,
Jimtnle, to get a table let's see
lor how many?"

Jim counted them off:
"We three and my sisters, Ewy

and Sheldon, Doris, and her brother,
Fred Harper and anyone else you
say."

"Oh, that'll do all right," replied
Tom. "There may be one or two
we've forgotten, but be can 'tend to
them later. Ten's a nice, jolly par-
ty. Of course, we'll have it a dress
affair."

"Of course," echood Jim.
"You run along and re-

serve the table, and I'll get after
the bunch on the 'phone.

"Wait a minute," I ventured. "Is
the party tonight?"

"Well' ra-the- r!" retorted Jim
quickly. "A birthday's a birthday

--you don't celebrate a week later."
"It's such short notice let's have

It Informal just afternoon dresses
for the girls." I suggested lightly,
to cover my own trepidation, since I
had no evening' dress.

"Oh. no that wouldn't be a hang-
up party at all!" protested Tom.

Jim nodded agreement. So I had
to explain, my predicament.

No Evening Dress.
'"Well since you will force a

woman's secrets from her, I must
confess that I haven't an evening
dress. We were married in such a
hurry, and I haven't needed a for-
mal dress since. So you'll have to
modify the party to suit the host-
ess, I'm afraid."

"Why that's easy. Ton have just
the thing, if you'll only use It any
way you like," replied Tom Mason,
with elaborate carelessness. "Just
take that old blue robe and put a
stitch here and there and drape a
bit of tulle over it and you'll have
the sort of thing all the girls are
weartng."

Sure rig yourself up, agreed
Jim with his mind not on me at
alL "Order the table for seven-thirt- y,

Tom that'll give us plenty
ef time to get the bunch together."

"Righto. And, Jimmie. thanks
gain for the way you let me intoa tidy little fortune. Look your

prettiest, Mrs. MUlkmaire-to-B- e.

. The old blue robe's yours for the
taking and If you don't want to
think of it as a present, why. Just
reflect that Jimmie's paid for it
about a thousand times over today!
See you later, folks."

And Tom Mason took his de-
parture.

"Now to call Jeanle." chuckled
i

ft

Jim, in great glee. "Jingo! when
I tell her that JImmie-boy- 's rich
won't the dear old girl be tickled
silly?"

Then the phone absorbed Jim. I
went over to the window and began
twisting one of the apricot silk
curtains into a little rope, letting
it swing free again. Jim's voice
rumbled on now persuading, now
ejaculating, now exulting, now
chuckling. I heard him give num-
ber after number heard, but didn't
attend.

Suddenly he turned from the tele-
phone for a second.

"Better get after that blue thing-
umajig, girlie, and whip it into
shape. Every one's accepting,
breaking dates and everything to
come. I had to chase Jcanie all over
town, but I got her at last. Lunch-
ing with Sheldon at Carlier's
lunching at four Shelly's got it
bad! Now run along and get ready
to be the beauty of your own party.
Go to It, Anne:"

The Duplicate Keys.
Dully I went over to the carved

chest and lifted the lid. There lay
the robe of shot silk winking up
at me in a malicious glitter of blue
and green and silver. It seemed to
say:

"Well. I've conquered at last
you have to wear me."

I lifted it in my arms and as I
did so. the jeweled girdle caught
and held. I gave a little jerk and
something clicked. Then smoothly I

IS FAR TOO
By Dr.
One of the Nation' Best-Kno- wn

Sociological Writers.
are natural

Scarcely one among
Joins happily in

any musical chorus whenever a
song of true child life and spirit
is sung. I have never known of
a non-singi- ng child in any kinder-
garten school.

But, go into the sixth, seventh,
or eighth grades, or even the high
school, and what do you find?
Never more than half of them sing-
ing; sometimes one-fourt- h, and the
others sitting outside of the game
laughing at the singers.

What is the matter? I will tell
you. The music is spoiled by the
teachers and the dull textbooks on
music What ought to be a joy-
ous expression of feeling, a happy
outburst of the song in the soul,
is reduced to a hard grind of get-
ting a lesson. Mechanicalism in the
music class room is the destroyer
of the fine element of music in the
life of many a promising young
sweet singer.

The finer the art the harder it
Is to force it out of the life of a
child as a mere "recitation." You
must coax it out. Children should
never be taught a line of note read-
ing or any of the other machanics
of the musical art till they have
learned to sing "by ear;" that is,
by imitation of the tones and the
song as they hear others voicing
them, and by' intonating their
voices to harmonize and blend with
the others.

Thus from twenty to fifty good,
happy, inspiring songs should be
taught to the children with never

By FONTAINE FOX.
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A Story of
Early Life

Jim Gets Up Full Dress Part and Anne Balks
Wearing the Blue Robe Belonging Tom Mason

IGNORED

absent-mindedl- y.

Why Children Do Not Sing
TEACHING MECHANICAL

William McKeever,

CHILDREN

Spends Picking Things People

and evenly, as if I had performed i
magic rite, the false bottom slid
up, and the secret compartment of
the chest lay open. I had uncon-
sciously manipulated the spring.
And on the bottom of the chest I
saw the key? the duplicate keys
that Tom Mason had flung there
after the night he used them to ef-

fect an entrance to our apartment.
A picture of Ewy twirling those

keys on her finger and smiling
knowingly came to me.

I flung the dress into the secret
compartment and banged the se-

cret lid down over it. I had no
idea how to open it again. I
couldn't wear the blue robe now
if I would!

I cried, trying to keep the exulta-
tion out of my voice; "Jim I
can't wear that blue robe. It's
down in the bottom of the chest
in the secret part and I can't
work the spring that opens it."

Jim didn't answer but a mo-
ment later he called an abrupt
"good-by,- " hung up the receiver
and hurried over to fumble with
the chest. It didn't yield. After
five minutes he straightened up
with crimson face.

"I believe you did it purposely!"
"I did!" I confessed quietly.
"Indeed? And now may I ques-

tion what extremely clever thing
you plan to do next? That dinner
of mine happens to be a full-dre- ss

affair. What are you going to do
about it?"

(To Be Continued.)

a word about mechanics. Children
must learn to love vocal music
through actual singing, and must
be brought to the point of enthu-
siastic desire to know more about
this fine art. Then, you may in-

troduce some of your do-ra--

la-si-s- ol stuff.
I find that not a few boys are

I actually indifferent during the sing
ing exercise in their classroom.
They whisper, make fun of the sing-
ers, turn the lesson into a joke, and
spend the period bi an attitude of
disrespect for the exercise and of
opposition to the authority of the
teacher.

Chorus singing is a great civiliz-
ing influence. There are men like
Homer Rodaheaver, who can actual-
ly sing people into a confession of
their sins and a self-correcti- on of
their faults. I wish every teacher
of schoolroom singing would go to
school to Rodaheaver. He teaohes
no technique. He sings from the
heart, appeals to the heart and
sympathy of the audience, praises
their effort, introduces songs that
thrill the soul with love and ten-
derness. Nobody can resist such a
magic influence.

Pity the teacher who kills a fine
art by reducing it to a mechanical
plane.

Discretion the Better Part.
Two soldiers, one an American

and the other an Irishman, wero"
talking about their battle experi-
ences. "Mick," said the Yankee,
"were you at the battle of Bull
Run?" "I was," said the Mick.
"Did you run, too?" "I did." said
Misk. "and the man that did not run
is there yet!"
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At Home with Famous Stars
Here Are Geraldine Farrar, the Prima Donna, and

Lou Tellegen, Her Accomplished Husband,
at Their New York Fireside
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What Causes
Fainting

Ey Brice Belden, M. D.
FAINT is a state of suspend-

edA animation associated with
a lessening of the blood sup

ply to the brain, and attended by
unconsciousness, due to sudden

of the action of the
heart.

Fainting' may be cacil by ex-

cessive emotional excitement, pain,
indigestion, exhaustion, vitiated air,
hemorrhage, and heart affections of
either organic or functional charac
ter. Members of certain families
seem predisposed to faint very
easily, but they ari usually victims
of well meant but demoralizing
suggestion and of example.

Unoon.sciouj.noss may List from a
few seconds to half an hour or
more During this stage the pulse
is very weak and the respirations
shallow. Sometimes the breathing
seems almost to cease.

Fainting is a condition of common
occurrence and is usually not of
serious import. It must be dis-
tinguished from shock, in which the
patient is more or less conscious
and has been subjected to some in-
jury.

In treating a person who has
fainted, placo in a recumbent posi
tion with the head low. If expedi-
ent, place the patient in such a po-
sition that the head --,ill be lower
than the bod, as this will favor the
flow of blood into the brain, which
is temporarily anemic. Uoo.en tightgarments and msiiic a supply of
fresh air.

It is not usually necessary to em-
ploy ammonia inhalations, but ifnature does not promptly assertherself after the application of thesimple moasurrs juicgcstPii. such
inhalations may be administered by
moistening a handkerchief with am-
monia, ami holding m near the face.
If held too lose it may irritate the
air passages or :he skin of the face.
The greatest muts also be
takn to avoid dropping any in th6eyes of the patient.

Friction may be applied to the
limbs and alcoholic solutions may
be employed with wl ich to bathe
the head and face, but water should
not be dashed in the face nor otherrougli methods practiced.

In prolonged or otherwise serieus
faints the injection of stimulantsmay be required on the part of thephysician, especially in those cases
associated with heart disease. A
mustard plaster over the heart and
artificial respiration are other
measures sometimes resorted to.

When the patient has been re-
stored he should rest until the heart
action and circulation are normal.

A friend of Lord Rosehery once
asked him. "What is memory?"

"Memory,'' L,oid Rosehery re-
plied, "memory js the feeling that
steals over us when we listen to
our friends" original stories!"

rhoto bj Underwood St Underwood.

Advice to the
Lovelorn

"She Who Will Not When
She May. II

DEAR MISS FAIKFAX.
Although I hate never written to

you about my personal probleniH. I
have derived much benrflt from the ad-ali- ce

ou have gien others, anil I
hope you will hflp me in a perplexing
nituation. I am nineteen, and al-
though I hae many men friends, t
have been interested in only one Heine
a little coquettish, I discouraged his
adanres nm certain he once cared
a great deal for me, but of late he has
neglected me. and I have not heard
from him in tno ueks He in in a

to marrj. and, in fact, breached
tho subject to me more than onie. but
1 alwaji ridiculed the idea, and now I
lind I really love him If jou adxtsc
m to pocket mv pride and try to make
up with him, 1 shall follow our ad-M-

EVELYN.
I think it would be well to "pocket

jour pride" and try and make up
with the joung man whose atten-
tions you ridiculed before you real-
ized the depth of your feeling for
him. Girls often act in the waj
you describe, and realize when too
late the mistake they have made.
Ry all means, try and make up, and
the best of luck to you.

A Soldier's Sweetheart.
DEAR MISS FAIRFAX

I wan wounded in France and sent
home as casual On arriving In
camp I met an old friend who told me
my sweetheart was going with a
slacker whom I do not like On call-
ing her on the phone. I tlnd this is
true, and that she does not love mo
any more. I think shall go back
into the army, but hate to leave her.
for I love her Pleabo udxise me what
to do ! J. N- -

I am sorry that your sweetheart
shows such poor taste as to prefer
.1 slacker to a man who has been
wounded in the service of his coun-
try anil the world. U she has really
ceased to for ou. I think in
time you 'Mil grow to regard this as
a providential deliverance, hecaiiso
a HcMe sweetheart makes a tickle
wife, and ou. no dear soldier hoy.
are deserving of better things. Why
not make one last effort to talk
things over with her before decid-
ing on your course of action, and if
you arc convinced she i.-- Jicklo, try
and forget your unfortunate experi-
ence.

Wilfully Ignorant.
A native of Boston was thowing

a British visi'tor the sights of the
city. As they were driing past
Bunker Hill Monument, not wish-
ing to make any pointed reference
to the old feud, the Boston gentle-
man merely indicated the monu-
ment witli his thumb and said.
"Bunker Hill." The Englishman
looked at the hill intently. "Who
warf Mr. Bunker, and what did he
do to the hill?" he asked. "Vou
don't understand." :ttud the Roston-ia- n.

"This is where Warren fell."
Tho Englishman looked at the top
of the towering shaft "Killed
hlni, of ci'iirse?' h said

' '??$T&! MPJT''!;
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Puss in B(Mt
Jr. OlJl.

n""i r
By David CoryJ.jU

4 (- -v ONCE upon a time.'iij'n
I 1 Puss Junior, seating him-- K'

self beside Mrs. Peter-Pumpkin-Eat- er,

"I came to a very
funny sort of a house. It was
almost as queer as the one which
Peter is making out of younder
pumkin. the only difference being
that this house was made out of an
old shoe, and was crowded full of
children, while yours. Mrs. Peter,
will hold only you!"
""""Well, if Peter doesn't make it
large enough for two." replied lltte
Mrs. Peter, she'll find I'll fly away
fiom the pumpkin cage. I'm not a
canary!"

"The Shoe House I was just tell-
ing ou about." continued Puss
Junior, "was owned by the Old
Woman Who Lived in a Shoe: and
she had so many children she didn't
know what to do. Why the shoe
actually pinched, it was so crowded,
and by the time the Old Woman got
the last child to bed it was time
to take up the first one for break-
fast:"

"Then there must liave been one
child always in bed." said little Tom
Thumb, with a laugh.

"I don't remember exactly." said
Puss Junior, reflectively, "you see.
it was some years ago. and I've
had so many adventures since then
that my recollection is a little hazy.
At any rate, I do remember playing
tag w ith the -- hildren. and there
were so many of 'hem that after
a while I had to climb a trei to
avoid being squeezed nearly to
death. By and by they promised to
let me alone, so I came down, and
then the Old Woman brought out
some very nice broth and we all
had a feast."

Just then Peter called out. "Come
over and sec what I've done." So

'.Mrs Peter, with Puss and Tom.
went oer to the pumpkin It cer-tain- lv

looked as though Peter knew
something about building a house.
H had hollowed out the inside of
the pumpkin into four very nice
rooms .and had made a little stair-
way leading up to the second floor.
It was. in fact, just like any small
house, only that it was made out of
pumpkin instead of boards.

Perhaps it was all the prettier
for tins very reason, for the ellow
color of the pumpkin made a pretty
tint for the walls and ceiling, and
also for the floors they could be
covered with a carpet if Peter ever
earned enough money to pay for it.

"All I need now is a chimney."
said Peter, "and then Mis. Peter
can choose the furnituie and other
things!" And in the next tory you
shall hear what appeed after that.

tCopngt. 1919, David Corey )

(To He Continued )

When boiling clothes, place an
unpeeled lemon, cut into slices, in
the copper with the clothes to boil.
This w il ifinm all stains and
make the clollus beautifully white.

"The Dark Star
By ROBERT W. CHAMBERS

Neeland and Captain Sengoun Flirt
With Fifi and Nini, Who Startle

Them With Intimate Facts.
"Tou brought the Yellow Deril

into Europe. M'sieu NIlaJ Erllk,
the Yellow Demon. When he travels
there Is unrest. Where he rests
there is war!"

"You're very clever," retorted
Neeland, quite out of countenance.

"Yes, wc are." said Fifi, with her
quick smite. "And who but M'sieu
Nllan should admit it?"

"Very clever." repeated Neeland.
tlll amazed and profoundly uneasy.

"But this Yellow Devil you say I
brought into Europe must have
been resting Jn America, then. And,
If so. why is there no war there?" .

"There would have been with
Mexico. You brought the Yellow
Devil here, but Just in time!"

"All right. Grant that. then. But
perhaps he was a long time rest-

ing in America. What about that,
pretty gipsy?"

The girl shrugged again:
Fonglit Many War.

"Is your memory so poor, M'sieur
Nllan? What has your country
done but fight since Erlik rested
among your people? You fought in
Samoa; in Hawaii; your warships
went to Chile, to Brazil, to San Do-

mingo, the blood of your soldiers
and sailors was shed in Hayti. in
Cuba, in the Philippines, iri China"

"Good Lord!" exclaimed Neeland.
"That girl 'is dead right!"

Sengounjthrew back his handsome
head and laughed without restraint;
and the gipsies laughed, too. their

' beautiful eyes an dteeth flashing
under their black cascades of un-

bound hair.
"Show me your palms," said Nin!,

and drew Sengoun's and Neeland's
hands across the table, holding thorn
in both of hers.

"See.' she added, nudging Fifi
with her shoulder, "both of them
born under the Dark Star! It is
war they shall live to see wart"

"Under the Dark Star. Erlik," re-
peated the other girl, looking close-
ly into the two palms, "and there Is
war there!"

"And death?" Inquired Sengoun
gaily. "I don't care. If I can lead
a satnta up Achi-Bab- a and twist
the gullet of the Padisha before 1
say Fifi Nini!"

The gipsies searched his palm
with intent and brilliant gaze.

"Zut!" said Fifl. "Je ne vois
rien que d'l'amour et la querre aux
dames!"

"Ten fais pas!" laughed Sengoun.
"I ask no further favor of For
tune; I'll manage my regiment my-
self. And. listen to me, Fifi." he
added with a frightful frown, "if
the waj: you predict doesn't arrive.
I'll come back and beat you as
though you were married to a
Turkic .

While they still explored his palm,
whispering together at intervals.
Sengoun caught the chorus of the
air which the orchestra was play-
ing, and sang it lustily apd with
Bi tense pleasure to himself.

Vj Knew AH Bis Affairs.
Neeland, unquiet to discover how

much these casual strangers knew
about his own and intimate affairs,
had become silent and almost glum.

But the slight gloom which In-

vaded him came from resentment
toward those people who had fol-
lowed him from Brookhollow to
Pari?, and who, in the very mo-
ment of victory, had snatched that
satisfaction from him.

He thought of Kestner and of
Breslau of Scheherazade, and the
terrible episode in her stateroom.

Except that he had seized the
box in the Brookhollow house,
there was nothing in his subse-
quent conduct on which he could
plume himself. He could not con-
gratulate himself on his wisdom;
sheer luck had carried him through
as far as the rue Soleil d'Or mere
chance, and that capricious fortune
which sometimes convoys the
stupid, fatuous, and astigmatic.

Then he thought of Rue Carew.
And, in his bosom, an intense de-

sire to distinguish himself began
to burn.

If there were any way on earth
to trace that accursed box

He turned abruptly and looked
at the two gypsies, who had re-
linquished Sangoun's hand and who
were still conversing together in
low tones while Sangoun beat time
on the jingling table too and sang
joyously at the top of his baritone
voice:

"Eh. zoum zoum zoum!
Bourn bourn bourn!

Here's to the the Artillery
Gaily ridinj by!

Fetch me a diatiilery.
Let me drink it dry

Fill me full of siilery!
Here's to the artillery!

Zoum zoum zoum!
Bourn bourn bourn!

"Fifi!"
"M'sieu?"
"You're so clever AVhere is that

Yellow Pevil now?"
On Way lo Berlin.

"Pouf!" giggled Fifi. "On its way
to Berlin, pardie!"

"That's easy to say. Tell mc
something else more expensive."

Nini said, surprised:
"What we know is free to Prince

Erlik's friend. Did you think we
sell to Russians?"

"I don't know anything about you
or where you get your informa-
tion." said Neeland. "I suppose
you're in the secret service of the
Russian government."

"lion ami. Nllan." said Fifl. smil-
ing, "we should feel lonely outside
the secret service. Few in Europe
are outside few in the world,
fewer in the half-worl- d. As for us
Tziganes, who belong to neither, the
business of everybody becomes our !

secret to sell for a silver piece
but not to Russians in the moment
of peril! , Nor to their com-
rades. What do you desire
to know, comrade?"

"Anything." he said simply, "that
might help me to regain what I
hae lost."

And what do you suppose!" ex
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claimed Fifi, opening her Magnif-
icent black eyes very wifev, "Did
you imagine that nobody wa s&yingany attention to what happened In
the ru Soldi d'Or this noon?'?

Nini laughed.
"The words flew as fast as th

robber's taxicab. How many thou-
sand secret friends to the Triple
Entente dj you suppose knew of ithalf an hoi- - after it happened?
From the Trojadoro to Montpar-nass- e.

from the Point du Jdut lo
Charenton. from ihc IJoi. lo the Bi-evr- e.

the word flew. Every taxicabomnibus, sapin. every batea-i-mouch-

every train that icfi any
terminal was watched.

-- .. ...,o.w uu legationswere instantly under redoubled sur- -
vcuiance; Hundreds of cafes, bara.restaurants, hotels; all the thea-ters. gardens, cabarets, brasseries.

"Your pigs of Apaches arc notneglected, va! But. to my idea,they got out of Paris before we
watchers knew of the affair at all

in an automobile, perhaps per-hap- js

perhaps by rail. God knows."
said the girl, looking absently atthe dancing which had begun again.
"But If we ever lay our eyes on
Minna MInti. we wear toys in ourgarters which will certainly per-
suade her to take a little stroll
with us."

After a silepce, Neeland said:
"Is Minna Mint! then so well

known?"
"Not at the Opera Cooiique. re-

plied Fifl with a shrug, "but since
then." i

"An arti3te, that woman.!" added
Nini. "Why deny it? It abpears
that she has twisted more than one
red button out of a broadcloth
coaL"

"Shell get the Seraglio medal for
this day's work," said Fifi.

"Or the crolx-de-fer- ," added NInL
"Ah. zut! She annoys me."

"Did you ever hear of a place
called the Cafe des Bulbars?" ask-
ed Neeland, carelessly.

"Yes."
"What sort of place is It?"
"Like any other."
"Quite respectable?"
"Perfectly," said Nini, smiHns.

"One drinks good beer there."
"Munich beer," added Fifl.
"Then it is watched?" asked Nee-

land.
"All German cafes are watched.

Otherwise, it Is not suspected."
Sengoun, who had been listening,

shook hfs head. "There's nothing
to Interest us at the Cafe des Bul--
gars,. he said. Then he summon-
ed a waiter and pointed tragically
at the empty goblets.

1

CHAPTER XXI.
The Cafe Des Balsam.

Their adieux to Fifl and Nini
were elaborate and complicated by
bursts of laughter. The Tziganes
recommended Captain Sengoun to
go home and seek further- - adven-
tures on his pillow, and had it not
been for the gay babble of the foun-
tain and the persistent perfume of
flowers, he might bavLfoUowed
their advice. "

It was after the tw6f T'o'un men
had left the Jardin RUsSe 4haf Cap-
tain Sengoun postively but affec-
tionately refused to relinquish pos-
session of Neeland's arm.

"Dear friend." he explained. "I
am just waking up and I do not
wish, to go to bed for days and
days."

"But I do." returned Neeland,
laughing "Where do you want to
go now. Prince Eriik?"

The champagne was singing
loudly in the Cossack's handsome
head: the distant brilliancy beyond
the Place de la Concorde riveted his
roving Ces.

"Over there." he said, joyously.
"Listen, old fellow, I'll teach you
the skating step as we cross the
Place! Then, in the first Bal. you
shall try it on the fairest form
since Helen fell and Troy burned

or Troy felt and Helen burned
it's all the same, old fellow what
you call fifty-fift- y, eh?"

Neeland tried to free his arm
to excuse himself: two policemen
laughed: but Sengoun, linking his
arm more firmly in Neeland's.
crossed the Place in a series of
Dutch rolls and outer edges, in
which Neeland was compelled to
join. The Russian was as light andgraceful on his feet as one of the
dancers of his own country: Nee-
land's knowledge of skating aided
his own less agile steps. There was
sympathetic applause from passing
taxis and fiacres, and they might,
aparently. have had any number of
fair partners for the asking, along;
the way. exceDt for Sengoun's head-
long die toward the brightest of
the boulevard lights beyond.

A Show of Dignity.
In the rue Royal, however. Sen-

goun desisted with sudden access
of dignity, remarking that such
gambols were not worthy of the
best traditions of his embassy,
and lie attempted to bribe the driv-
ers of a couple of hansom cabs to
permit him and his comrade to take
the reins and race to the Arc d
Triomphe.

Failing in this, he became pro-
fusely autobiographical. Informing
Neeland of his birth, education,
aims, aspirations.

"When I was twelve." he said, "I
had known already the happiness
of the battle-s- h ick aga'nst Kurd,
Mongol, and Tarta-- . At eighteen
my ambition as to slap the faces
of three human monsters. I told
everybody that I was making ar-
rangements to do this, and I start-
ed for Brusa after my first mon-
ster- Fehim Effendi but the Vail
telegrapher to the Gran Vizier, and
the Grand Vizier ran to Abdul the
Damned, and Abdul yelled for Sir
Nicholas O'Connor, and they caught
me In the Pera Palace and handed
me over to my embassy."

Neeland shouted wtlh laughter:
"Who were the other monsters?"

he asked.
(TO BE CONTINUED MONDAY.)
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